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cAs we shall have to write about it/ I answered, cwe will
put it off to another day/
•Win you fix a day?'
Drawing a purse full of gold from my pocket, I showed
it her. Whenever you like/ I said.
When my odious guests left me, I recovered my sanity to
a certain extent. The little intriguer had laid a spell on
me, just to get my money from me, without any return. I
resolved there and then to break with her, and to distract
my thoughts I would go and see Sophie.
I took an immense box of sweetmeats and preserves with
me, and spent a delicious day with my child and her young
companions. I returned again and again to Harwich, and
in three weeks flattered myself I had forgotten Miss Char-
pillon, or rather had replaced her with a more innocent love
(though I must own that one of Sophie's companions in-
spired me with an affection not altogether fraternal).
I was in this blessed condition, when one morning in
walked Charpillon's favourite aunt. They were all surprised
and mortified, she said, at not having seen me since the
supper-party; besides her niece had told her I had promised
to advance her the money she needed to make her elixir of
life.
*I would have given you the hundred guineas if your
niece had treated me properly, but she chose to give herself
the airs of a vestal virgin, which you are well aware spells
nonsense/
cThe dear child is young and foolish; she is only to be
won by affection; she has told me all. She loves you, but
fears that your feeling for her is only a caprice. She is in
bed now with a feverish cold; come and see her. I am sure
you will not leave her again in anger/
These specious words, instead of filling rae with contempt,
aroused all the latent passion in me.
cGo on ahead, I will follow/ I said.
In less than a quarter of an hour I was knocking at Miss
Charpillon's door.

